


A Matter of Life & Death

by TwiAddictAnne



Category: Vampire Diaries
Genre: Drama, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Caroline, Klaus
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-23 10:56:27
Updated: 2016-04-26 16:28:52
Packaged: 2016-04-27 12:57:29
Rating: M
Chapters: 3
Words: 1,179
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Summary: He's the charismatic resident, she's the new intern. Where he fears death, she embraces life. Together will they save lives? Or will they perish in the face of death? All Human. Rated for language and adult situations.





	1. Chapter 1

**Disclaimer: None of the recognizable entities herein belong to me, not even Damon. However, the plot is a sole property of Anne Publishing House.**

**A/N: I'm two days late in posting this. This is a belated birthday present for my sweet little sister from another mister, Klaroline-Deprived. Her name itself is indicative of what she loves the most. So sis, I got you your beloved Klaroline for your birthday. Belated Happy Birthday, baby sis. Love you. xo**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter-1: Prologue<strong>

* * *

><p>Life.<p>

It is a fickle thing.

It's a concept based on hope.

And hope is what he used to believe the foolish live for.

He used to pride himself for his lack of foolish notions.

He used to live life to the fullest because he knew how quickly it can end.

Until _her_.

Like a ray of sunshine, she lit up his world, leaving him blind to anything else but her.

She taught him to hope.

But all he hopes for is her.

Will his hope pay off or will he perish like all the foolish men before him?

* * *

><p><strong>AN: It's a flashfic. So chapter lengths will be about 500-700 words. But that means you'll get daily updates. :)**

**Thanks for reading.**

**Share your thoughts with me and leave a review.**

**Wish my little sis a belated happy birthday. :)**

**See you tomorrow.**

**Take care.**

**Ann**


	2. Chapter-2: The King of Plastic City

**A/N: Let's meet the man behind the emotions now, shall we?**

**Klaroline-Deprived, I hope you're enjoying this, sis. Love you. Xo**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter-2: The King of Plastic City<strong>

* * *

><p>He lets his head fall back as he closes his eyes, letting out a groan as lights explode behind his closed lids.<p>

For a moment, he's reminded of childhood cartoons where a character would see fireworks in his head when in a haze. A soft chuckle escapes him as he realizes he too is in a haze … a haze of lust.

"What?" A question breathed against the skin of his stomach is all it takes to snap him out of it. Suddenly, he's all too aware of his surroundings. The rack upon rack filled with bandages and syringes in the supply closet, a blur of red hair between his legs and cold, clammy hands running down his thighs.

_Damn it!_ He curses internally before reaching down and grabbing the woman by her arms.

A shocked gasp leaves the kiss-swollen lips of the redheaded nurse as he makes her stand up. "Nik, what's wrong?"

Her question doesn't help her case as he stops in the middle of pulling up his scrub pants and glares at her. "You were supposed to keep your mouth shut," he tells her. "And don't ever call me that."

Maybe she doesn't realize that their tryst is up because she tries to wrap her arms around his neck as he says, "I've heard Rebekah call you that."

He slaps her hands away. "_She_ is my sister. _You_ are a nobody. You'll call me Dr. Mikaelson," he replies as he finishes putting back on his clothes.

She looks hurt as she takes a step back from him. "How can you say that? I thought I was special."

He rolls his eyes and says, "Everyone is special, love. And that's what makes them so very ordinary." Taking in her hurt look, he adds in a manner of compensation, "Tell you what, when you decide to get your breasts adjusted so that they are of the same size, I'll give you a discount."

Her hands drop on her bosom and she looks down at them, frowning. "They _are_ of the same size."

"No, actually," he says in a matter of fact tone. "The left one is smaller than the right. Anyway, thanks for your services, Nurse …" he stops and looks down at her name tag before continuing. " … Camille."

With that, he leaves the now sobbing woman behind. He doesn't let it bother him. He's the best plastic surgeon in the West Coast. He's the king of the plastic city.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I know canon Camille is blonde, but I took the liberty to make her a redhead.**

**Share your thoughts with me and leave a review.**

**Thanks for reading.**

**See you tomorrow.**

**Take care.**

**Ann**


	3. Chapter-3: Barbie With A Scalpel

**A/N: I'm super sorry for no updates yesterday. I had internet troubles. :(**

**Now that you've met the king, it's time to meet someone else. ;)**

**Klaroline-Deprived, love you, baby sis. :D**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter-3: Barbie With A Scalpel<strong>

* * *

><p>"Are you sure you're in the right place?"<p>

She lets out a huff as she turns around to look at the bespectacled man standing next to her. "Why?" she asks wryly, already dreading his answer.

He leans down and whispers in her ear, "Because it's not a modeling company, Barbie."

She tamps down the urge to kick him in the shin and looks at him with a smile on her face. "Obviously. Otherwise they wouldn't let _you_ in."

A throat clears from behind them and then a soft voice says, "Less chit-chat, girls, we're here to work."

They both turn around to find Dr. Rebekah Mikhaelson, the orthopedic resident they've been assigned to standing behind them.

The guy tries to smile and holds his hand out to the doctor. "I'm sorry, ma'am, I'm Stefan Salvatore."

Rebekah's eyebrows arch as she looks down at his proffered hand, an expression of distaste taking over her face. "Stefan isn't a very nice girl's name. You should be called something like …" she stops to think for a moment before saying, "Barbara. That suits you better."

Stefan, who has had his mouth open in shock, blinks and stutters, "E-excuse me?"

Rebekah nods at him and says, "Yes, and one more thing, Barbara, I'm Dr. R. Mikaelson, not ma'am. Are we clear on that subject?"

"Yes," his answer is more of a squeak than an actual word.

Rebekah walks up to the first patient to start on her round and looks down at the chart in her hand with the names of all her interns. "Forbes?"

"Yes, Dr. Mikaelson!" the girl responds as she steps around Stefan to get to the doctor.

"Caroline Forbes?" Rebekah questions.

She nods in answer. "Yes."

With a glint in her eyes, Rebekah points to the patient behind her. "I believe in hands-on learning. So, Dr. Forbes, let's see how you do. The patient needs an I.V. line to get started on fluids as a prep for surgery."

Caroline swiftly moves to the patient and takes a look at his chart before setting to her task. When she lifts her head from the now secured I.V. line, she sees Rebekah's mouth lift in a smile. "I see you are having a better first day than some of the girls who plan to start their career by bitching about others," she tells Caroline with her eyes fleeting to look at Stefan for a moment.

Just before moving on to the next patient, Rebekah offers a smile to Caroline. "Welcome to the team, Dr. Forbes."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Share your thoughts with me and leave a review.**

**Thanks for reading.**

**See you tomorrow.**

**Take care.**

**Ann**


End file.
